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when they're with ua. But we can talk 
now. and you cut take notes but I 
don't want any tape recorders. Is that 
understood?" 

Through the mid-afternoon traffic 
on the outskirts of the city, he begins 
to weave his tale. "I know Lee 
Harvey Oswald was employed by the 
ClA. and I know there were two 
Oswalds It gets confusing even to 
me; you'd figure it's something that 
would come out of a movie. Because 
I've spent many a sleepless night try* 
ing to figure this shit out. and I'm not 
certain which Oswald was which 
Tom Kane of New York City was 
picked as his double, although that 
may not have been his real name He 
was almost • dead-ringer, cecept a lit- 
tle taller and there was more most on 
him. Oswald had no chest Tom lost a 
lot of weight trying to make up for it. 
but he never could do it in the chest 


Assassination Assignation: 

- Captain Sam 
On the Death of a President 

by Dick Russell 


begin wuh din i usual miiark from 
an rt-mmwn named Gerry Hem- 
mint: "You couldn't m oik down the 
itrm m I9bj without running in to s owe 
knit/ u f a imtspumy. / V #wr» mf group 
hail about two dozen offers to hit the 
Prrvdrnt—from organized elements 
with financial barking, mode the United 
Stain. And / ikuti doubt that a halt- 
dozen or a dozen people out there today 
a re i till conwtntd >> md they who 
P named the Dalta t /ob. " 

Gerry Hemming, a Miami retulem 
who om r injured a ornate army of anti • 
Conn Cuban e.tdes in the i wamps aj' 
the Eirmiadn. ri teriain of only omr 
•I ung : i f Lee Harrev Oswald really killed 
John F. Kennedy. <t was oulv betaine 
"he got ihetr tint. " The lone puzzling 
titieunui, as far as Hemming is iwr- 
i emed. is not who ktiksi JFK but « hu 
didn't * 

Be/ore the year it mn. a nr* IS -man 
Senate iimuuUtre will begin studying 
that oiKftmn m the tint major ujfn mi m- 
■rwgoiHin id the atuissmonnn once the 
Warren Comounmn irarhrd ns tone- 
assassin nmt /uuon in f 964 What it will 
Jlud u anvbodv't guess — though the 
i onnnmee mil t mauds scrutinize i he 
or turns oj the FBI and C/A hath at 
which kept a tot of set rets from the War- 
ren Commission But if the Senate 
i houses «« start issuing subpoenas, it mil 
hate an mtngumg irew nn its hamlt 
That much I tan toy /rout personal ex- 
penemr. 

About six months ago. bntev with tin • 
Hug of the Great Assossmamm Renvoi, 
this nnM-manwred reporter set forth tsn 
an odyssey ,n i ran k id Poe i ' 'mytmy 
ail m tofu hie, ' m siting the mysterious 
loUretinn nf turn whose names have 
long hero whispered among assassina- 
tion buffi, mobsters and mtneuanes, 
dictators and diahollsts. priests and per- 
rerrs. spyers and Hors. 

Thn is the story of omr of them, a 
former CIA rootm t employee who 
claims not only 10 hate tnown Lee 
Oswald, bus hit double, and who has 
threatened my safety should I reveal ha 
real name. 

Here. then, a the wav life is when a 
mild-mannered reporter elects to cross 
the banter mto the realm of cloak -end- 
dogger Whether there rt mbuancr ft» 
these tales, only tune and a new investi- 
gation wifi tell- For now. mu may be the 
Judge. 

rHOENlx-'Tve kept quiet 15 years.'* 
The words escape in a husky. Andy 
Devine-like whisper from the man 
behind the desk He even looks 
somewhat like Devine a chinies. 
beguiling!* soft face, and upwards of 
250 pounds on a five-by -nmc-foot 
frsme By his own admission, ha's 
gained almost 100 pounds since h« 
days as t contract employee of the 
Central Intelligence Agency. Now, as 
I ask him to rocal! those days, ha 
voice cracks with apprehension and 
his hands tremble 

t shall all him "Captain Sam." 
That’s the name he says he used 


while training snti-Castro exiles in 
Florida for another invasion attempt 
of Cuba, ir I use his real name, 
"payback is a bitch." to borrow his 
favorite phrase. If anyone ever asks, 
he will deny meeting me 

We are sitting behind the closed 
doors of in Arizona lawyer's office 
whom he aerves as a licensed private 
investigator My visit had come as a 
surprise He was aware of only one 
assassination researcher— an ex - 
newspaperman m Texas— who knew 
how to contact him. He's reluctant to 
say anything. The only compelling 
reason to go public with his story, he 
says, is thst people are still dying for 
what they know about the events of 
November 22, 1963. And Captain 
Sam would like to know who's 
eliminating them 

"There's only one reason I’m 
alive." he ays. lighting a cigarette to 
steady his nerves "Because I’ve 
squirreled away enough sensitive in- 
formation about intelligence 
activities for immediate release if 
anything strange happened to me. 
But there's no way I’d ever testify 
about any of this. No way. Payback's 
a bitch." 

What if you and I flew to 
Washington tonight and had the 
Senate grant you immunity’ I sug- 
gest. Captain Sam shakes his head 
"There ate many ways to discredit 
someone," he says 

From everything I’d been able to 
learn about him. Captain Sam's CIA 
connections seemed real He had a 
long history of association with 
Cuban exiles in Florida, including the 
notoriously violent CIA-backed 
group ailed Alpha 66. From 1961 to 
1964. while rumored to be in South 
Africa, he had actually worked quiet- 
ly in Florida using a variety of code 
names. One of hit assignments, it's 
been said, concerned Lee Harvey 
Oswald. 

"Look, if I talk to you." h« is say- 
ing. "there’s one thing you should 
know from the start. Half of what I'll 
tell you might b« truth, and the other 
half bullshit But all of it ia what I was 
told That's part of the game in the 
intelligence business You confuse 
your own operatives with false mfor 
mation. maybe nobody knows the full 
truth about a particular assignment 
Okay?" 

I nod. 

’’Okay." says Captain Sam, 
"oome with me " 

We pass through the doors of the 
outer office toward his waiting car 
It’s a 90-degree scorcher in Phoenix 
"We’re having some problems,” he 
says, "with some process servers try- 
ing to get to a couple of clients of ours 
from Kansas Gly. They're watching 
this office, but don't know where 
theu hotel is. So we're probably 
going to be followed I’m on my way 
downtown, acting as a kind of decoy 
Later, we'll pick these people up at 
their hotel. We won’t be able to talk 


But why was It necessary’ I ask. 
Why two Oswalds? 

"We'd been plagued with an in- 
telligence leak The agency, including 
probably the $tate Department and 
Military Intelligence, was Just getting 
killed with a high-level intelligence 
leak With Cuban affairi. everybody 
knew who we were and what we were 
doing ilmost before we did They got 
our nrrirri before we did. So Oswald 
and Tom Kane were part of a 
penetration team directed against 
Castro's intelligence to find out 
where that leak was coming from It 
was coordinated somehow so that if 
one of the two disappeared, we’d 
have something to go on. It really had 
nothing to do with a plot to assassi- 
nate the President Not at first. I was 
part or that penetration 

"There were five of Castro's peo- 
ple at an initial meeting, waiting for 
Oswald to return from Russia, in an 
apartment building on 99th Street in 
New York. He'd already managed to 
connect up with Castro's intelligence 
The group believed I was working for 
Castro's intelligence I fed them a lot 
of good <nformation. I was told to. 
and it probably cost • lot of lives. | 
met with Oswald alone in New 
York— except 1 don't know if it was 
really him or Tom Kane -and I made 
a report to the FBI in New York City 
They claim there are no copies of that 
report, but that’s a lie. I talked on two 
ocasions (o an FBI expert on Latin- 
American countries " 

We are parked across the street 
from s Phoenix skyscraper Capuun 
Sam scrutinizes the double doors. 
"I’m going to have to go inside here 
for a minute." he says. "Need to 
make a phone ail " Almost im- 
mediately upon ht« return we pull 
out again "We should lose ihem 
now. On you drive?" I nod. "When 
we get to this hotel. I’ll go inside for 
my clients You lake the ar and Just 
keep circling around the block, 
okay?" 

Circling, circling Everything 
seems to be going in circles. 

At last, after a half-dozen tries, he 
emerges with a middle-aged man and 
his teenaged son I turn my notepad 
face down on the teat Captain Sam 
introduces me as his partner The 
client* from Kansas City are involved 
with an Arizona Indian tribe in a 
squabble over property rights and 
Captain Sam doesn't think it’s safe 
for them to return to their hotel 
After dinner we drive them to the 
home of a friend of his, where they 
will spend the night on the couch 

"I’d like to hope the agency had a 
major ruck-up. but I don’t know,” he 
it saying now We are driving again 
through <he darkened streets, aim- 
lessly driving as I scrawl his words 
into my notepad "I do not really 
fed in my heart that the agency as- 
sassinated Kennedy or had anything 
to do with it. With tome of the evi- 
dence. I’ve really thought of it as a 
probability, but in my heart I refuse 
to believe It." 

The key part of the Oswalds' 
penetration effort, he emphasizes, 
was to discover the source of in in- 
telligence leak. The possibility that 
Castro would assassinate Kennedy 
seemed remote It was discussed, but 
never taken seriously 


"I mean, we had that one group 
infiltrated by four or five different 
agents, i actually had several meet- 
ings with the Cubans where an as- 
sassination was discussed. That was 
in 1962. with Oswald Nobody really 
took an interest in it. other than the 
people involved. Everybody eise's re- 
port was— nothing to worry about. I 
reviewed quite a few of these reports 
personally We felt Castro was using 
this kind of talk as a screening opera- 
tion for something else " 

Captain Sam pauses Tor a long 
moment at ■ stop sign. There n no 
traffic m light. He is looking down, 
looking through the steering wheel, 
staring at nothing. I try (p read his 
features, but cannot Suddenly, he 
looks up and again begins to drive. 

"Oswald ailed me the night be- 
fore the assassination took place. At 
least it sounded like his voice I was 
in Tipton. Indiana, with my family 
I’d dropped out of things for a while, 
because I was catching too much heat 
from the FBI. I’d stiU see reports, but 
that was about tt. The FBI really did a 
severe surveillance of our people, be- 
lieve it or not It really messed us up 
But anyway, he ailed me and he was 
in a frenzy He said. 'I can't get hold 
of anybody, can't contact anybody, 
they're going to kill him tomorrow.' I 
said, ‘Don't worry, it's all taken are 
or ' Everybody else thought it was t 
bullshit deal The agency had known 
the hit date lOor 1 2 days beforehand, 
but nobody believed it. I guest I was 
like everyone else. I figured he had to 
be wrong. But Oswald was the only 
one who nailed it to the head. Maybe 
that's why he was killed.” 

Ha voice sounds distant, almost 
hollow. I am thinking there must be a 
sign, a hint, a change in intonation, 
something that might reveal whether 
this strange and remarkable story is 
true. But it doesn't come. 

“1*11 drop you off at your hotel." 
says Captain Sam 

He agrees lo meet me once more 
The nest day we have luiteh in a 
shopping center near his office We sit 
at a corner table eating hamburgers 
He is drinking bloody Marys. 


"Under Oswald's report— and 
there's nothing to indkate he was 
wrong— there were three gunmen I 
don't know their positions, other 
than the fact that I remember seeing 
the word snapscope. That would indi- 
cate a below-ground-lcvel placement 
for one of the gunmen." 

But why didn't the CIA simply get 
rid of them? I ask 

"Dead men (ell you nothing. 
You're always after the guy above 
until you reach the top. You stop 
them, you give the game away. The 
CIA Is not a law enforcement agency, 
it's not interested in busting people 
It’s intelligence." 

Thute words seem a contradiction 
to the revelations of recent days, but 
I say nothing. He sighs "Look. it*t 
like this. Even if a CIA man is fund- 
ing next to the guy who actually 
shoots John Kennedy, he would not 
be in a position to do anything. It 
would depend on the mdividual 
whether he'd try to stop it. We lose 
men in the field every day. In the 
eyes of the ClA. a President is no 
better and no worse. It was a bad 
deal, everybody's sorry, but when 
you get right down to it, we didn't 
lose a great man. we lost another 
American 

"It really gets confusing. A lot of 
the stuff I mw. | don’t know which 
Oswald they're referring to But I 
know it didn’t end with Kennedy's 
death. A lot of people started getting 
killed. Maybe Castro hit Kennedy, 
and this is something else Whoever 
and whatever it is. it’s a very effective 
method " 

Suddenly, my head seems to spin 
I stare at him— the Andy Devine 
face, the burly frame- but he looks 
out of focus. Everything seems to be 
going in circles 

**l don't think I have any more 
questions." I say 

“As you go along, you'll find a lot 
of people nobody knew about." says 
Capum Sam "A lot are dead, a lot in 
insane asylums, a lot won't talk Bui 
there are lots of people more inter- 
esting than me around. I'm just a 
small fish." □ 


Park Police 
Bust Agents to Test 
CIA ’s Intelligence 


by Joseph Vote 

Washington -Last January. John 
Blake. Deputy Director of the CIA. 
and Kent Frizzell. Undersecretary of 
the Department of the Interior, 
signed a vague two-page letter. The 
two agenciea thereby entered into a 
top-secret pact The United States 
Park Police, which normaiiy guards 
the Washington Monument. Lincoln 
Memorial, and other such sensitive 
buildings, -would help train Cl A 
agents. 

As Blake's aides apparently ex- 
plained ii to Park Police Chief Jerry 
Wells, the agency needed a place for 
"stress" training. It wu ail well and 
good to tram agenta or officers at CIA 
bases, but all involved knew it was 
just a game The Park police could 
add a touch of reality As male and 
female CLA teams crossed into 
Washington from ClA headquarters 
In Langley. Virginia, they would be 
nabbed by Park cops at some remote 
spot And. lo and behold, the police 
would discover drup on the in- 
telligence students. The chemicals 
had been planted, of course, but a 
drug rap is for real. 

Naturally, it wasn't for real. The 
cops would take the trainees down to 
police headquarters and try to break 
the CIA-supplied covet story If 
(he trainees cracked under interroga- 
tion and admitted thetr ClA connec- 
tions they were dunked. No jaiL Just 
no job 

But my bwn agents claim that one 
policewoman never quite got the 
message that she was part of the off- 
campus training program. She 


grabbed a female CIA agent, stripped 
her down, and made a real— and 
probing— search for drup. The 
would-be spy apparently became 
hysterical, blowing her cover. 

All of which was disconcerting to 
a number of police officials, who con- 
tended Wells should never have got- 
ten involved in the program. Theu 
concern was twofold: someone might 
get hurt, and there was the chance of 
a llap if the secret semester in the 
parks was discovered by an outsider 
with no "need to know.” Well* or- 
dered his men not to tslk to re- 
porters. One detective, reportedly a 
program participant, went a step 
further by vehemently denying to me 
that he ever heard of the program 
almost before I could explain to him 
what it wu he wu supposed to be 
denying. 

CIA training missions ire not bar- 
red by President Ford’s executive or- 
der of last February intended to 
check domestic spying abuses by the 
agency Although the ClA is no 
lofigor allowed to train police, there is 
nothing that says the police can’t 
train the CIA 

But some ex -CIA agents label this 
type of training "Mickey Mouse." 
and contend it often resembles 
activities former ClA Director Bill 
Colby's suburban .Maryland Boy 
Scout troop might be enpged in. 

Some examples: 

The Richmond, Virginia. Rugging 
Exercise, dra I960 A ClA instruc- 
tor. posing as a Navy capum. and his 
"girlfriend" are in a hotel room. 
There is a chance he may be sharing 


'Boxi-e.r. Ohle qss-u-ms-s this tipster iq FQkk*J s hwi 




